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INTRODUCTION 





"Undc Vanya" is the second of the plays of Anton 
Tchekhoff to reach the stage of the Moscow Art 
Theatre. The story of the way it reached the hands 
of Stanislavsky and his artists and the connection it 
had with encouraging Tchekhoff to continue his liter- 
ary efforts in the dramatic form are both of them 
interesting chapters not only in the annals of the Art 
Theatre but in the career of the playwright himsdf . 

Long before the success of the revival of "The Sea 
Gull" during the first year of the Art Theatre had 
established Tchekhoff's fame as a dramatist, a play by 
the name of "The Demon" had issued from his pen 
and had found production in several unimportant 
provincial theatres. Rewritten and retitled, it had been 
submitted to the theatrical literary committee of die 
Small Imperial Theatre in Moscow where Tchekhoff's 
friends, Lyensky and Youzhin and the regisseur Kon- 
dratyeff, were working zealously for its acceptance. 

Stanislavsky and his associates, on the other hand, 
were eager to add it to the growing repertory of the 



^' 



Digitized 



by Google 



INTRODUCTION 

Art Theatre under the spur of the acclaim "The Sea 
Gull" had achieved. Tchekhoff, however, had re- 
turned to Moscow in the spring of 1899 from his en- 
forced winter exile in the Crimea too late to sec "The 
Sea Gull" in performance. A dose friendship sprang 
up between him and his interpreting artists, but he 
felt in duty bound to leave the new manuscript with 
the rival theatre. A solution of the dilemma soon ap- 
peared when the committee of die Small Imperial 
Theatre demanded certain changes in the third act. 
Tchekhoff refused to make any revisions, and the out- 
come of the impasse was that the Art Theatre snatched 
the manuscript as it stood, accepted it without question 
and hurried the play into rehearsal. On the night of 
November 7 (our calendar), 1899, therefore, "Uncle 
Vanya" as we know it today, was publicly performed 
for die first time on the stage with which Tchekhoff's 
fame as a playwright was so inextricably interwoven. 

Meanwhile, during rehearsals, the author had re- 
turned to his southern retreat. A few days after the 
premiere, he wrote from Yalta to Mme. Knipper, who 
had created the role of Helena Andreievha and who 
was later to become his wife: 

"The telegrams began coming in the evening when 
I was inbed. They send them on to me by telephone. 
I woke up every time and ran with bare feet to the 
telei^one, and got very much chilled; then I had 
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scarcely dozed off when the bell rang again and again. 
It's the first time that my own fame has kept me awake. 
The next evening when I went to bed I put my slip- 
pers and dressing-gown beside my bed, but there were 
to more telegrams. 

The telegrams were full of nothing but the num- 

r of calls and the brilliant success^ but there was a 
subtle, almost elusive something in diem from which 
I could conclude that the state of mind of all of you 
was not exactly of the very best. The newspapers I 
have received today confirm my conjectures. 

"Yes, dear actress, ordinary medium success is not 
enough now for all you artistic players: you want an 
uproar, big guns, dynamite. You have been spoiled 
at last, deafened by constant talk about successes, full 
and not full houses : you are already poisoned ¥Hth 
that drug, and in another two or three xeaisyou will 
be good for nothing! So much for you !" Jpf." 

How far wrong Tchekhoff was as a forecaster of the 
future as well as he was in the role of judge of his own 
work, is seen from the fact that success did not prove 
insidious to the Art Theatre, and that any dubious 
note in the public reception of the new play soon van- 
ished. It is a curious fact that in the quarter century 
of the Moscow Art Theatre, only two plays, aside 
from those with a spectacular appeal, have scored in- 
stantaneous and emphatic triumphs at their premieres 



Digitized 



by Google 



INTRODUCTION 

—"An Enemy of the People" and Goricy's "The 
Lower Depths." Like so niany^j^hpr cherished favor- 
ites in the Art Theatre repertiJtjqjptJncle Vanya" won 
its way slowly and unobtrusively but surely to the 
hearts of the theatre's patrons, and today, over two 
decades later, it still holds an enviable position. 

It was "Uncle Vanya," too, which shares honors 
with "The Sea Gull" and with Hauptmann's "Lonely 
\y Lives" and Ibsen's "Hedda Gabler" in the story of the 
persuasion of Tchekhoff to pursue further the craft of 
playwright. In the spring of 1900, the Art Theatre 
was writing to him for another manuscript. He re- 
fused, urged to diat conclusion by lack of confidence 
in his powers. Thinking that perhaps diis self^ 
depreciation was due to the fact that he had never seen 
cither "The Sea Gull" or "Uncle Vanya" on the stage, 
the entire Art Theatre company set out for the Crimea 
at the close of the spring season in Moscow, travelled 
south, met Tchekhoff at die dock at Sebastopol, gave 
eight performances there, proceeded to Yalta, where 
the playwright had built his own house with his own 
hands and had laid out his garden with the same per- 
sonal care, and gave four more performances there. 

In one of the souvenirs of Tchekhoff published by 
die Moscow Art Theatre several years ago, the state- 
ment is made: "The popularity of Tchekhoff in die 
Crimea was great without any theatre to increase it; 
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and here came the whole company of the theatre to 
which he was attached, to show their beloved author 
his own plays!" 

The benign southern sun, the presence of Gorky in 
the entourage, just then blooming into prime literary 
fame, the close friendship between the two writers, the 
inspiration of the sea and the spring and the success of 
the creators of this youdiful theatre — ^all combined to 
give Tchekhoff the necessary stimulus to carry on his 
labors. 

The Epitor 
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CAST OF CHARACTERS. 

Alexander Serebryakoff — A retired professor. 
Helena Andreievna — His wife, aged twenty-seven. 
SoNYA — /f« daughter by a previous marriage. 
Marl\ Vassilievna Voinitskaya — 

Widow of a privy councilor, and mother of 
Serebryakoff' s first wife. 
Ivan (Vanya) Voinitsky — Her son. 
Mikhail Astroff — A doctor. 
Ilya Telyeoin — An impoverished landowner. 
Marina — An old nurse. 
A Workman. 

The action takes place ai 8erebryako§*s country place. 
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ACT ONE. 

A garden. Part of a house and terrace is seen. A 
table is set for tea in an avenue of trees, under an old 
poplar. Near the table are some benches and chairs. 
On one of them is a guitar. A stving is near the table. 
It b three o'clock in the afternoon of a cloudy day. 

Marina, d quiet, gray-hmred, little old woman, sits 
at the table knitting a stocking. Astroff is wdking 
back and forth near her. 

Marina [pouring tea into a glass] Have some, lit- 
tle father? 

Astroff [taking the glass from her unwillingly] 
I don't seem to care for any, somehow. 

Marina. Have a little vodka instead? 

A$TROFF. No, I don't drink vodka every day. 
And, besides, it is too warm. [A pause] Tell me, 
nurse, how long have we known each oAer? 

Marina [thoughtfully] Let me see, how long is it? 
God only knows. You first came here, into our part 
of Ae world — let me see — when was it? Sonya's 
mother was still alive — two winters later she died; 

I 



Digitized 



by Google 



2 UNCLE VANYA 

that was eleven years ago — (thoughtfully) perhaps 
longer. 

AsTROFF. Have I changed a great deal since? 

Marina. Oh, yes. You were good-looking and 
young, then, and now you are old and no longer good- 
looking. You drink, too. 

AsTROFF. Yes, ten years have made another man 
of me. And why? Because I am overworiced. Nurse, 
I am on my feet from morning until evening. I 
know no rest at all: at night I shake under my bed- 
clothes for 'f ear FU be dragged out to visit some side 
people. Ever since I've known you, I haven't had a 
single carefree day. How could I help growing old? 
Life is tedious, anyhow; it is a senseless, dirty busi- 
ness, and drags heavily. Every one in this neighbor- 
hood is silly, and after you live with them for tv<^ or 
three years you grow silly yourself. It is inevitable. 
[Twisting his, mustache] See what a long mustache 
I have grown. A silly, long mustache. Yes, I am as 
silly as all the others, nurse, but not as stupid; no I 
have not grown stupid. Thank God, my brain is not 
muddled yet, though my feelings have grown dull. 
I ask for nothing, I need nothing, I love no one, 
except yourself alone. [He kisses her head] When 
I was a child, I had a nurse just like you. 

• Marina. Don't you care for a bite to eat? 
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UNCLE VANYA 3 

AsTROPF. No, During the third week of Lent, 
an epidemic of eruptive typhoid broke out at Malitskoi, 
and I was called there. The peasants were all 
stretched side by side in their huts, and the calves 
and pigs were running about the floor among the 
sick. How filthy it was, and such smoke! Beyond 
words! I slaved among those people all day. I 
hadn't a crumb to eat. But when I got home there 
was still no rest for me: a switchman was carried in 
from the railroad; I laid him on the operating table 
and he died in my arms under the chloroform. And 
then although my feelings should have been deadened, 
they rose again; my conscience tortured me as if I 
had murdered him. I sat d own and shut my eyes-^^ 
li ke this — and thought ; will our descendants tw o 
hundred years from to-day, for whom we are break ing 
the padi, rememb er us in a kin dly spirit? No, nurse, 
' ^tbey will forg et. 

Marina. Man forgets, but God remembers. 

AsTROFF. Thank you for that. You spoke the 
truth. 

[Enter Voinitsky from the house. He has been 
asleep after dinner and looks somewhat disheveled. 
He sits down on the bench and straightens his tie,] 

VoiNrrsKY. H'm. Yes. [A pause] Yes. 

AsTROFF. Have you had a good nap? 
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4 UNCLE VANYA 

VoiNiTSlCY. Yes, very good. [He yawns] Ever 
since the Professor and his wife came, our daily life 
seems to have left its groove. I sleep at the wrong 
time, drink wine, and I eat all kinds of truck for din- 
ner and supper. It isn't healthy. Sonya and I used 
to work together and we never had an idle moment. 

[ But now she works alone and I just eat and drink 

land sleep. Something is wrong. 

Marina [shaking her head] Such bedlam in the 
house ! The Professor gets up at tweUre, the samovar 
is kept boiling all morning, and everything has • to 
wait for him. jBefore they came we used to dine 
at one, like everybody else, but now we dine at seven. 
The Professor sits up all night writing and reading, 
and suddenly, at two o'clock, the bell rings. Heavens, 
what's that? The Professor wants tea! Wake up 
the servants, light the samovar! Lord, what con- 
fusion ! 

AsTROFF. Will they remain here long? 

VbiNiTSKY [whistling] A hundred years! The 
Professor has decided to make this his home. 

Marina. Just look here, for instance! The 
samovar has been on the table for two hours, and 
they are all out for a walk! 

VoiNrrsKY. Never mind, don't get excited; here 
they come. 
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UNCLE VANYA 5 

[Voices are heard. Serebryakoff^ Helena Andrei' 
evna, Sonya, and Telyegin enter from the depths of 
the garden, returning from their walk.'] 

ScREBftYAKOFF, Supcrb ! Superb! What glori- 
ous views! 

Telyegin. They are marvelous, your Excellency. 

Sonya. To-morrow we shall go in the woods, shall 
we, father? 

VoiNiTSKY. Ladies and gentlemen, tea is served. 

Serebryakoff. Won't you please send my tea into 
the library? I have some work to finish. 

Sonya. I am sure you will love the woods. 

[HelenafAndreievna, Serebryakoff and Sonya go into 
the house, Telyegin takes d seat at the table beside 
Marina,"} 

VoiNiTSKY. There goes our learned scholar on a y 
hot, sultry day like this, wearing overcoat, rubbers 
and gloves and carrying an umbrella! 

AsTROFF. He is trying to take good care of him- 
self. 

VoiNiTSKY. How lovely she is! How lovely! 
Never in my life have I seen a more l)eautiful woman. 

iTelyegin. Do you know, Marina Timofeievna, 
that when I walk in the fields or in the shade of the 
garden, when I look at this table here, my heart swells 
with a great happiness. The weather is enchantinjg^ 
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6 UNCLE VANYA 

the birds are singing, we are M living in peace and 
contentment — what more can the soul desire? 
[Taies a glass of tea] Thank you with all my heart! 

VoiNiTSKY [dreaming^ Such eyes — a glorious 
woman! 

AsTROFF. Cqme, Ivan, tell us somediing. 

VoiNrrsKY [indolently^ What shall I tell you? 

AsTROFF^ Haven't you any news for us? 

VoiNrrsKY. No, it is all old. I am the same ^ 
ever, or perhaps worse, for I've l}ecome lazy. '^I do 
nothing any more but croak like an old raven. My 
mother, the old magpie, is still chattering about the 
emancipation of woman, with one eye on her grave 
and the other on her learned books, in which she is 
forever searching for the dawn of a new life. 

AsTROFF. And the Professor? 

VoiNrrsKY. The Professor as usual ^ts in his 
library from morning till night — 

"Straining our mind, wrinkling our brow, 
We write, write, write. 
With no respite 
Or hope of praise in the future or now." 

Unfortunate paper! He ought to write his autobiog- 
raphy; he would make a really excellent subject for 
a book! Just consider, the life of a retired professor, 
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UNCLE VANYA 7 

as stale as a piece of old bread, racked \7ith gout, 
headaches and rheumatism, h fe liver bursting wi th 
jealousy and envy , living on the estate of his first 
wife, although he hates it, because he can't afiFord to 
live in town. He is everlastingly whining about his 
hard fate, although, as a matter of fact, he is un- 
usually lucky. {Nervously'] He is the son of a com- 
mon deacon and has achieved the professor's chair, 
has become the son-in-law of a senator, is called "your 
Excellency," but never mind! Til tell you something; 
he has beenjwriting about art fo r twent y-five ^years, 
and he doesn't know the very first thing about it. For 
twenty-five years he has been hashing over thi» thnng })^ 
of other men on realism, naturalism, and all suc h 
nonsensej^ fo r twenty-five years he has been read ing 
andjw riting things long know n to dever m«i^ and 
uninteresti ng tQ ^tupjd onf^; fnr twcnt3c^ve years he 
h as been pourin g wat^r from j^n e empty t umbler inte 
anolhfir. Yet consider the man's conceit and pre- 
tensions ! He has been pensioned ofiF. No living soul 
has ever heard of him. He is totally unknown. That 
means for twenty-five years he has been sailing under 
false colors. But look at himl He stalks across the 
earth like a demi-^od! 

AsntOFP. I believe you envy him. 

V<»NrrsKY. Yes, I do. Look at the success he 
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8 UNCLE VANYA 

has had with women! Don Juan himself was not 
more lucky. His first wife, my sister, was beautiful, 
gentle, as pure as the- blue heaven above, noble, great- 
hearted, with more admirers than he has pupils, and 
she loved him as only creatures of angelic purity can 
love those who are as pure and beautiful as they are 
themselves. His mother-in-law, my mother, adores 
him to this day, and he still inspires her with a kind 
of worshipful awe. His second wife is, as you see, 
a great beauty; she married him in his old age and 
surrendered to him all the glory of her beauty and 
freedom. What for? 

AsTROFF. Is she faithful to him? 
VoiNrrsKY. Yes, worse luck! 
AstROFF. Why "worse luck"? 

VoiNiTSKY. Because such loyalty is false and un- 
natural, root and branch. It sounds very well, but 
there is no logic to it. It is immoral for a woman to 
deceive an old husband whom she hates. But for her 
to stifle her pathetic youth and intense longings within 
her — that is not immoral! 

Telyegin [in a tearful voice] Vanya, I don't like 
to hear you say such things. Listen, Vanya: every one 
who betrays husband or wife is faithless and would 
betray his country, too. 

VoiNirsKY [cross] Turn off the fountain. Waffles! 
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UNCLE VANYA 9 

Tblyegin. No,, permit mc, Vanya, My wife ran 
away with a lover the day after our wedding, because 
my appearance was unprepossessing. Since then I have 
never failed in doing my duty. I love her and am 
true to her to this day. I help her all I can and I've 
given my fortune to educate the ^ildren she had by 
her lover. I have lost my happiness but kept my pride. 
And she? Her youth has fled, her beauty has faded 
according to the laws of nature, and her lover is dead. 
What is there left to her? 

[Helena Jndreievna and Sonya enter, followed by 
Maria Vassilievna carrying a book. The latter sits 
down and begins to read. Some one hands her a glass 
of tea which she drinks without looking upJ] 

Sonya [hurriedly, to the nurse] Some peasants are 
waiting out there. Go and see what they wish. I 
shall pour the tea. 

[She pours out several glasses of tea. Marina goes 
out. Helena Jndreievna takes a glass and sits in the 
svnng drinking.] 

AsTROFF [to Helena Jndreiexma] I came to sec 
your husband. You wrote me that he is very ill, 
that he has riieumatism and what not, but he seems 
as lively as a cridcet. 

Helena Andreibvna. He had a fit of the blues 
last night and complained of pains in his legs, but he 
seems all ri^t to-day. 
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lo UNCLE VANYA 

AsTROFF. And I hurried here twenty miles at a 
break-neck gallop 1 Never mind, though, it isn't the 
first time. Now that Tm here, however, Fm going 
to stay until to-morrow and at any rate sleep quantum 
satis. 

SoNYA. Oh, splendid! You spend the night with 
us so seldom. Have you had your dinner? 

ASTROFF. No. 

SoNYA. Good. You will have it with us. We 
dine at seven now. [Drinks her tea] This tea is cold' 

Telyegin. Yes, the samovar has gone out. 

Helena Andreievna. Never mind, Ivan Ivano 
vitch, well drink our tea cold, then. 

Telyegin. I beg your pardon, my name is not 
Ivan, but Ilyitch, ma'am — Ilya Ilyitch Telyegin, or 
Waffles, as they sometimes call me because of my 
pock-marked face. I am Sonya's god-father, and his 
Excellency, your husband, knows me very well. I 
now live with you on this estate, and perhaps you will 
be good enough to notice that I dine with you every 
day. 

Sonya. Ilya Ilyitch is a great help to us; he is 
our rig^t hand. [Tenderly] Dear god-father, let me 
pour you some more tea, 

Maria Vassiuevna. Oh! Oh! 

SoNYA. What IS it, grandmother? 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



. -t 
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Maria Vassilievna. I forgot to tell Alexander 
— I am losing my memory — I received a letter to- 
day from Pavel Alexeievitch in KhariLofiF. He sent 
me a new pamphlet. 

AsTROFF. Is it interesting? 

Maria Vassilievna. Yes, but odd. He refutes 
the very theories which he defended seven years ago. 
It is appalling! 

VoiNrrsKY. There is nothing appalling about it. 
Drink your tea, mamma. 

Maria Vassilievna. But I want to say some- 
thing. 

VoiNiTSKY. But that is all we have been doing 
these last fifty years, talking and talking and reading 
pamphlets. It's high time to have done with it! 

Maria Vassilievna. It seems you never care to 
listen to what I have to say. Pardon me, Jigan, but 
you have changed so this last year that I hardly know 
you. You used to be a man of stanch convictions and 
had an illuminating personality — 

VoiNiTSKY. Oh, yes. I had an illuminating per- 
sonality, which illuminated no one. [A pause] I had 
an illuminating personality! You couldn't say any- 
thing more cruel. I am forty-seven years old. Until 
last year I tried to let your pedantry Wind my eyes 
to the truth in life. You yourself are blind! But 
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12 UNCLE VANYA 

now — Oh, if you only knew! If you knew how I 
lie awake at night, heartsick and angry, to think how 
stupidly I wasted my time when I might have been 
wresting from life everything which my old age now 
forbids. 

SoNYA. Uncle Vanya, how dreary! 

Maria Vassilievna [to her son] You speak as 
if your former convictions were to blame somehow, 
but you yourself, not they, were at fault. You have 
forgotten that a conviction, in itself, is nothing but a 
dead letter. You should have done something. 

VoiNiTSKY. Done something! It isn't every man 
who is capable of being a ^rpetuum mobilejmth the 
pen like your Herr Professor. 

Maria Vassilievna. What do you mean by that? 

SoNYA [imploringly] Grandmother! Uncle Vanya! 
I beg you! 

VoiNiTSKY. I am silent. I apologize and am 
silent. [A pause] 

Helena Andreievna. What a fine day! Not 
too hot. [A pause] 

VoiNiTSKY. A fine day to hang ones elf. 

[Telyegin tunes his guitar. Marina appears near 
the house, calling the chickens.] 

Marina. Chick, chick, chick! 

Sonya. What did the peasants widi, nurse? 
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UNCLE VANYA 13 

Marina. The same old thing, the same old non- 
sense. Chick, chick, diick! 

SoNYA. Why do you call the chickens? 

Marina. The speckled hen disappeared with her 
chicks. Fm afraid the crows have got her. 

[Telyegin plays a polka. Every one listens in 
silence. A Workman enters."] 

Workman. Is the doctor here? [To Astroff] 
Please, Mikhail Lvovitch, Fve been sent for you. 

AsTROFF. Where do you come from? 

Workman. The factory. 

AsTROFF [annoyed] Thank you. I suppose I shall 
have to go whether I wish to or not. [Looking around 
him for his cap] Damn it, this is annoying! 

SoNYA. Yes, it is too bad, really. You must come 
bad: from the factory to dinner. 

AsTROFF. No, I shan't be able to do that. It will 
be too late. Now where, where — [To the Work- 
man] Look here, fellow, get me a glass of vodka, will 
you? [The Workman goes out] Where — where — 
[Finds his cap] There is a man in one of Ostrovsky 's t t) ^^^ i^<^. 
. pla^ with a long mustache and short wits, like me. 
Let me bid you good-bye, though, ladies and gentlemen. ^ j< 
[To Helena Andreievna] I should be really delighted 
if you came to see me some day with Sonya Alexan- 
drovna. My place is small, but if you are interested 
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14 UNCLE VANYA 

in such things, I'd like to show you a nursery and 
seed-bed, the like of which you'll not find within a 
thousand miles of here. My estate is surrounded by 
government forests. The forester is old and always 
ailing, so I oversee almost all of the work myself. 

Helena Andreievna. I have always heard that 
you were very fond of the woods. Of course you can 
do a great deal of good by helping to preserve them, 
but doesn't that work interfere with your real voca- 
tion ? Why, you're a doctor ! 

AsTROFF. God alone knows what is a man's real 
vocation. 

Helena Andreievna. You find it interesting? 

AsTROFF. Very. 

VoiNrrsKY [sarcastically] Oh, extremely! 

Helena Andreievna. You are still young, not 
over thirty-six or seven, I should say, and I have an 
idea the woods do not interest you as much as you 
claim. I should think you would find them monoto- 
nous. 

SoNYA. No, the work is thrilling. Mikhail 
Lvovitch watches over the old woods and sets out 
new trees every year, and already he has received a 
diploma and a bronze medal. He sees to it that the 
old woods are not uprooted. If you'll listen to what 
he can tell you, j'ou'll agree with him entirely* He 
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says that forests are the ornaments of the earth, that 
they teach man to understand beauty and to attune 
his mind to lofty views. Forests modify a stem cli- 
mate, and in countries where the climate is milder, 
less energy is wasted in the struggle with nature, and 
the people are kind and gentle. The inhabitants of 
such countries are handsome, docile, sensitive, graceful 
in speech and in gesture. Their philosophy is gay, art 
and science flourish an:iong them, their treatment of 
women is marked by charming kindliness. 

VoiNiTSKY [lauffhingl Bravo! Bravo! All that 
is very pretty, but it sounds unconvincing. So, my 
friend [to A stroff],. you must let me go on burning 
firewood in my stoves and building my bams of planks. 

AsTROFF. You can bum peat in your stoves and 
build your bams of stone. Oh, I don't object, of 
course, to cutting wood when you have to, but why 
destroy the forests? The woods of Russia arc 
trembling under the blows of the ax. Millions of 
trees have perished. The homes of the wild animals 
and the birds have been laid desolate; the rivers arc 
shrinking, and many beautiful landscapes are gone for- 
ever. And why? Because men are too lazy and 
short-sighted to stoop and pick their fuel from the 
ground. [To Helena Andreievna] Am I not right? 
Who but a senseless barbarian could bum so much 
beauty in his stove and destroy what he cannot create 
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himself? Man has reason and Cteative energy so that 
he may increase his possessions. Until now, though, he 
has not created but destroyed. The forests arc dis- 
appearing, the rivers are drying up, the game is being 
exterminated, the climate is spoiled and the earth be- 
comes poorer and uglier every day. [To Voinitsky] 
I read irony in your eye; you do not take seriously 
what I am saying; and — and — perhaps I am talking 
nonsense. But when I cross peasant-forests which I 
have saved from the ax, or hear the rustling of the 
young trees which I have set out with my own hands, 
I feel as if I had had some small share in improving 
the climate, and that if mankind is happy a thousand 
years from now I shall have been partly responsible 
in my small way for their hairiness. When I plant 
a young birch tree and see it budding and swaying 
in the wind, my heart swells with pride and I — 
[Sees the Workman, who is bringinff him a glass of 
vodka on a tray] however — [He drinks] I must be 
off. Probably it is all nonsense, anyhow. Good-bye. 

[He goes toward the house. Sonya takes his arm 
and leaves wik him,] 

Sonya. When are you coming to see us again? 

AsmoFF. I don't know. 

Sonya. In a month? 
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[Jstroff and Sonya go into the house. Helena 
Jndreievna and Fomitsiy walk over to the terrace.'] 

Helena Andreievna. Ivan Pctrovitch, you be- 
haved shockingly again. What sense vi^as there in 
teasing Maria Vassilievna and talking about per- 
petuum mohilef And at breakfast you quarreled with 
Alexander again. How petty it all is! 

VoiNrrsKY. But suK>ose I hate him? 

Helena Andreievna. You hate Alexander with- 
out reason; he is like every one else, and no worse 
than you. 

VoiNirsKY. If you could only see your face, your 
gestures ! Oh, how tedious your life must be ! 

Helena Andreievna. Yes, it is tedious, and 
dreary, too! All of you abuse my husband and look 
on me with compassion ; you think, "Poor woman, she 
is married to an old man." How well I understand 
your compassion! As Astroff said just now, see how 
thoughtlessly you destroy the forests, so that soon 
there will be no trees left. Thus also you destroy 
mankind, and soon loyalty and purity and self-sacrifice 
will have vanished with the woods. Why can't you 
look calmly at a woman unless she belongs to you? 
The doctor was right. You are all possessed by a 
devil of destructiveness; you pity neither the woods 
nor the birds nor women nor one another. 
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VoiNiTSKY. I don't like your philosophy. 

Helena Andreibvna. That doctor has a sensi- 
tive, weary face — an interesting face. Sonya evi- 
dently likes him; she is in love with him, and I can 
understand it. This is the third time he has been 
here since I have come, but I am shy and I have not 
had a real talk with him yet or showed him much 
attention. He thinks I am disagreeable. Do you 
know, Ivan Petrovitch, why you and I are such 
friends? I think it is because we are both lonely and 
unsympathetic Yes, unsympathetic Don't look at 
me that way, I don't like it. 

VoiNiTSKY. How can I look at you in any other 
way since I love you? You are my joy, my life, my 
youth. I know that my chances of your loving me 
in return are infinitely small, that there are no chances, 
but I ask nothing of you. Only let me look at you, 
listen to you — 

Helena Andreievna. Hush, some one will over- 
hear you. 

[They go toward the house.] 

VoiNiTSKY [following her] Let me tell you of my 
love, do not drive me away. I have no other happi- 
ness! 

Helena Andreievna. This is agony! 
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[Both go into the house. Te lveain strums th e 
strings of his guit ar and plays a polk a. Maria Vassi' 
lievna writes something on the leaves of her pamphlet.^ 

THB CURTAIN FALLS. 
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ACT TWO. 

The dininjfroom of Srrehyakoff*s home. It is 
night. The click of the Watchman $ rattle is heard 
from the garden. Serebryakoff sits dozing in an arm- 
chair by an open window and Helena Andreievna, like-- 
wise half-asleep, is seated beside him. 

Sbrbbryakoff [rousing himself^ Who is diere? Is 
It you, Sonya? 

Helena Andreibvna. It is I. 

Serebryakoff. Oh, it's you, Lenutchka, This 
pain is unbearable. 

Helena Andreibvna. Your shawl has slipped. 
[She wraps the shawl around his legs] Let me shut 
the window. 

Serebryakoff. No, leave it open; I am suffocat- 
ing. Just now I dreamed that my left 1^ beio flgcd 
iy^^^^j^^ to some one el se, and it hurt so that I aw(^e. I don't 
•5^^*^ id^^''''^^^^ this is gout; it is more like rheumatism. What 
^•^'^^ time is it? 

Helena Andreievna. Twenty after twelve. [A 
pause] 
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Serbbryak(N?f. I wish you'd look for Batushka's 
works in the library to-morrow. I think we have 
them. 

Hblbna Andreievna. What did you say? 

Serebryakoff. Look for Batu^ka to-morrow 
morning; we used to have him, I remember. Why do 
I find it so hard to breathe? 

Helena Andreievna. You are worn out; this 
is the second nig^t you've been unable to sleefK 

Serebryakoff. They say that Turgenie£E got an- 
gina pectoris from gout. I'm afraid I'm getting it, 
too. Oh, damn this terrible, accursed old age! Ever 
since I've grown old, I have been hateful to myself, 
and, I'm sure, hateful t6 all of you, too. 

Helena AndiTbibvna. You speak as if we were to 
blame for your age. 

Serebryakoff. I am more hateful to you than to 
all Ae others. 

[Helena Andreievna gets up, walks away from him 
and sits down at a distance.^ 

Serebryakoff. You are rig^t, of course. I'm no 
idiot; I can understand. You are young and healthy 
and beautiful, and long for life, and I am an old do- 
tard, almost a corpse. Don't I know it? I see, of 
odurse, that it's foplisb for me to live so l(»ig, but wait I 
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I shall soon set you all free. My life can't drag on 
much longer. 

Helbna Andreievna. You are exhausting me. 
For God's sake, be quiet! 

Serebryakoff. It seems that everybody is being 
exhausted, thanks to me. Everybody is wretched ; only 
I am blissfully triumphant. Oh, yes, of course! 

Helena Andreievna. Be quiet! You are tortur- 
ing me. 

Serebryakoff. I torture everybody. Of course. 

Helena Andreievna [on the verge of tears'] This 
is unendurable I Tell me, what do you wish of me? 

Serebryakoff. Nothing. 

Helena Andreievna. Then please be quiet. 

Serebryakoff. It's funny that everybody listens to 
Ivan Petrovitch and his old idiot of a mother, Maria 
Vassilievna, but the moment I open my mouth, you 
all begin to feel abused. You can't even bear the sound 
of my voice. Suppose I am hateful, suppose I am a 
selfish tyrant, haven't I the right to be at my age? 
Haven't I deserved it? Haven't I, I ask you^ the 
) /ju)l^^ r ijrfit to be respec tedt^ooQsidarmgJww ftld I am^ ^ 



(^0^^ O^^i^*^ Helena Andreievna. No one is disputing your 

)\0t^* rights. [The window slams in the wind] The wind is 

rising, I must shut the window. [She shuts i/] We 
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shall have rain in a moment. Your rights have never 
been questioned by anybody. 

[The Watchman in the garden clicks his rattle.] 

Sbrebryakoff. I spent my life working for the 
cause of learning. I am accustomed to my library and 
the lecture hall and to the regard and admiraticm of my 
colleagues. Now I suddenly find myself in this wilder- 
ness, condemned to see the same stupid people from 
morning till night and to listen to their silly futilities. 
Fm eager to live ; I long for success and fame and the 
stir.lijthe wori3,'and herenPam an exile 1 "t5H7Tt" is 
terrible to spend every moment ^eving" for a past 
that is lost, to witness the success of others and to sit 
here with nothing to do but fear death. I cannot 
stand it! It is more than I can endure. And you 
won't even forgive me for being old ! 

Helena Andreievna. Wait; be patient; in four 
or five years, I shall be old m3rsclf . 

[Sonya comes in.] 

SoNYA. Father, you sent for Dr. Astroff, and now 
you refuse to see him. It is not fair to trouble a man 
needlessly. 

Serbbryak;off. What do I care about your As- 
troff? He understands medicine about as well a^ I 
understand astronomy. 
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SoNYA. We can't send for the whole medical 
faculty, can we, to cure your gout? 

Sbrbbryakoff. I refuse to talk to that madman! 

SoNYA. Do as you please. It's all one to me. 
[She sits down.] . 

Serebryakoff. What time is it? 

Helena Andreievna. One o'clocL 

Serebryakoff. It is stifling here. Sonya, hand 
nae that bottle on the table. 

SoNYA. Here it is. [She hands him a bottle of 
medicine.] 

Serebryakoff [cross] No, not that one! Can't 
you understand me? Can't I ask you to do a single 
thing? 

SoNYA. Please don't be moody with me. Some 
people may like it, but spare me, if you please, because 
I don't care for it. Besides, I haven't the time; we 
are cutting the hay to-morrow and I must get up 
early. 

[Foinitsky enters dressed in a long gown and carry- 
ing a candle.] 

VoiNiTSKY. A thunderstorm is approaching. [The 
lightning flashes] There it is! Go and get some sleep, 
Helena and Sonya. I have come to relieve you. 

Serebryakoff [frightened] No, no, no! Don't 
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leave me alone with him! Oh, don't. He will begin 
lecturing me. "■-■ 

VoiNiTSKY. But you must allow them a little rest. 
They haven't slept for two nights. 

Serebryakoff. Then let them go to bed, but you 
go away, too ! Thank you. I beg you to go. For the 
sake of our former friendship, do not argue. We'll 
converse some other time — 

VoiNrrsKY. Our former friendship! Our former — 

SoNYA. HuA, Uncle Vanya! 

Serebryakoff [to his wife] Sweetheart, don't 
leave me alone with him. He will lecture me. 

VoiNiTSKY. This is absurd. 

[Marina comes in carrying a candle.'] 
^ SoNYA. You must go to bed, nurse, it's late. 

Marina. I haven't cleared away the tea things. I 
can't go to bed yet. 

Serebryakoff. Nq^ one can. They arc all worn_ 
oijt. I alonecnjoy perfect happiness. 

Marina [going up to Serebryakoff and speaking 
tenderly] What's the matter, little father? Does it 
hurt? My own legs ache, too, oh, so badly. [She ar- 
ranges the shawl around his legs] You have had this 
illness for such a long time. Vera Petrovna, Sonya's 
late mother, used to sit up with you, too, and wear 
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herself out for you. She loved you dearly. [A pause] 
Old people like to be pitied as much as young ones, but 
somehow nobody cares about them. [She kisses Serebry- 
akof's shoulder] Come to bed, little father, let me 
give you some linden-tea and warm your poor feet. I 
shall pray to God for you. 

Serebryakoff [affected] Let us go, Marina. 

Marina. My own feet ache so badly, oh, so badly ! 
[She and Sonya start leading Serebryakoff out] Vera 
Petrovna used to wear herself out with sorrow and 
weeping. You were still small and foolish then, Sonya. 
Come, come, little father. 

[Serebryakoff, Sonya and Marina go out.] 
Helena Andreievna. I am absolutely exhausted 
by him. I can hardly stand on my feet. 

VoiNrrsKY. He exhausted you and I have ex- 
hausted myself. I haven't slel>t for three nights. 

Helena Andreievna. Thcre'&jsQmet hing wrong 
in this hous e. Your mother hates everything but her 
pamphlets and the professor; the professor is vexed, 
he won't trust me and he fears you; Sonya is angry 
with her father and with me and hasn't spoken to me 
for two weeks; you hate my husband and openly spcer 
at your mother. I have reached the limit of my en- 
durance. At least twenty times to-day, I've nearly 
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burst into tiears.- There's something wrong in this V* 
house. 

VoiNiTSKY. Leave speculati ng alone . $^U^cX/7 w^ 

Helena Andreievna. You arc cultured and in- 
telligent, Ivan Petrovitdi. Surely you understand that 
the world is not destroyed by criminals and fires, but 
by hate and malice and all this spiteful gossiping. Your 
duty is to make peace, and not to growl at everything. 

VoiNrrsKY. First, help mc to make peace with my- 
self. My darling ! \He seizes he r hand. l 

Helena Andreievna. Let go! [She drags her 
hand away"] Go away! 

VoiNirsKY. The rain will soon be over, and all 
nature will awake refreshed. Only I am not refreshea 
by the storm. Day and night I am haunted by thd 
thought that my life is lost forever. ^My P^ t docsn' tl / 

co unty, because I frit tered it away on trifles, and the\ 
present is so ^otesq ue! What shall 1 do with my lite * 
and my love? What is going to become of them? 
This glorious feeling in my heart will be lost as a ray 
of sunlight is lost in a dark diasm, and my life will be 
lost with it. 

Helena Andreievna. It's just as if I were be- 
numbed when you speak to me of your love, and I don't 
know how to answer. Forgive mc, I have noting 
to say to you. [She tries t^ leaviyOooA-ni^th 
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VomrrsKY [bimin^ her awy] If you only knew 
how it tortures me to think that beside me in this 
house is another life that is being lost forever — yours I 
What arc you waiting for? What accursed philosophy 
stands in your way? Oh^ understand, understand — 

Helena Andreievna [looking at him intently] 
Ivan Petrovitch, you are drunk. 

VoiNrrsKY. Perhaps. Perhaps. 

Helena Andreievna. Where is the doctor? 

VoiNiTSKY. In thefc. He is going to pass the 
night with me. Perhaps I am drunk, perhaps I am; 
nothing is impossible. 

Helena Andreievna. Have you been drinking to- 
gether? What for? 

VoiNiTSKY. Because in that way I get a taste of 
life. Let me do it, Helena! 

Helena Andreievna. You never used to drink. 
You never used to talk so much. Go to bed, I'm tired 
of you. 

VoiNrrsKY [falli ng on his knees before her] My 
sweetheart, my precious — 

Helena Andreievna [angrily] Leave me alone! 
Really, diis has become too disagreeable. [She leaves*] 

VoiNiTSKY [alone] She is gone! [A pause] It was 
ten years ago that I met her first, at her late sister's 
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home. She was seventeen and I thirty-seven. Why 
didn't I fall in love with h«r thai and propose to her? 
It would have been so easy! And if I had, ^e would 
now be my wife. Yes, to-night's thunderstorm would 
have wakened us both. But I would have held her in 
my arms and whispered: "Don't be afraid! I am here." 
Oh, bewitching dream, so sweet that I smile when I 
think of it. [He laughs] God! My head reels! Why 
am I so ol d? Why won't she understand me? I de- 
spise all that rhetoric of hers, that indecent morality, 
that absurd talk about the destruction of the worfd — 
[J p^tuse] Oh, how I have been deceived! For yeaisl 
I have worshiped that miserable gout-ridden professor. J 
Sonya and I have milked this estate dry for his sake. 
We have sold our butter and curds and wheat like 
misers, and never kept a bit for ourselves, so that we 
could scrape together enough pennies to send to him. 
I was proud of him and his learning; I thought all his 
words and writings were inspired. And now? Now 
he has retired, and what is the grand total of his life? 
A blank! He is absolutely unknown, and his fame has 
burst like a soap-bubble. I have been deceived; I see 
that now, grossly deceived. 

IJstroff enters. He if wearing his coat hit is v/itk- 
out waistcoat or collar and is slightly drunk. Telfegim 
follows kim, carrying a guitar,'] 
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AsTROFF. Play! 

Telyegin. But everyone is asleep. 
AsTROFF. Play! 
[Telyegin begins to pl ay so ftly.] 
AsTROFF. Are you alone? No women around? 
{.Sings with his arms akimbo] 

"The rooip is cold, the fire is out. 
Where shall the master find his rest?** 

The thunderstorm woke me. It was a regular down- 
pour. What time is it? 

VoiNiTSKY. The devil only knows. 

AsTROFF. I thought I heard Helena Andreicvna*s 
voice. 

VoiNiTSKY. She was here a moment ago. 

AsTROFF. What a beautiful woman! [Looking at 
the bottles of medicine on the table] Medicine, is it? 
What an assortment of prescriptions we have! From 
Moscow, from KharkofF, from Tula! Why, he has 
been bothering every city in Russia with his gout I Is 
he really ill^ or simply pretending? 

VoiNrrsKY. He is reg ^ly ill. 

AsTROFF. What's the matter with you to-night? 
You seem gloomy. Is it because you feel sofry for the 
professor? ^ 

VoiNiTSKY. Leave me alone. 
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AsTROFF. Or arc you in love with the professor's 
wife? 

VoiNiTSKY. She is my friend, 

AsTROFF. Already ? 

VoiNrrsKY. What do you mean by "already"? 

AsTROFF. A woman can be a m an's friend onl y^ 

after having first been his_acguaintance and then Ti isy^ ^""^^ 

mis tress — then she becomes his friend . 

VoiNrrsKY, What coarse philosophy! 

AsTROFF. What do you mean ? Yes, FU admit Fm 
growing vulgar, but then, you see, Fm drunk. Usually ^ , 
I drink lil^ this only once a month. At such times 
my pluck and boldness know no bounds, I feel capable 
of anything. I attempt the most difficult operations 
and succeed ipagnificently. The most brilliant plans 
evolve in my brain. Fm no longer a poor simpleton of 
a jiactar^^ut mankind's greatest bCTicfacton^r 

niit my nwn y^ y^fimi pf philoSQphv a nd all of the^St 

o f you seem t 9 ^^^^l.g^ niy feet Hke so^mgriy^wflJins 
or microbes. [To Tetyegin] Play, Waffles! 

Telyegin, My dear fellow, I would with all my 
hearty but listen to reason; every one in the house is 
asleep. . ., ■ 

AsTROFF. Play! 

[Telye^njiiays foftlyA _ 
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AsTROFF. I want a drink. G>me, we still have 
some brandy left. Then, as soon as morning oomes, 
you'll go home with me. 

ISonya enters and he catches sight of herJ] 
AsTROFF. I beg your pardon, I haven't any collar 
on. 

[He departs hurriedly, followed by Telyegin.] 
SoNYA. Uncle Vanya, you and the doctor have 
been drinking! Good fellows have been getting to* 
getherl It's all very well for him, he's accustomed to 
doing it. But why follow his example? It's dreadful 
at your age. 

VoiNrrsKY. Age hasn't anything to do with it. 
* / When the realities ^^ l^fr ^r<> misftit^g, y^y musf <*^cat*^ 
•^ illusions^. That is better than nothing. 



SoNYA. All our hay is cut and rotting in these 
daily rains and here you waste your time creating illu- 
sions! You arc neglecting the farm comi^etely. I've 
done all the work by myself until I'm at the end of my 
strength — [Frightened'] Uncle ! Your eyes are full 
of tears! 

VoiNrrsKY. Tears? Nonsense, there are no tears 
in my eyes. You looked at me thai just as your dead 
mother used to, darling — [He eagerly kisses her face 
and hands] My sister, my dearest sister, where are you 
now? Ah, if you only knew, if you only knew! 



Digitized 



by Google I 



UNCLE VANYA 33 

SoNYA. If she only knew what, Uncle? 

VoiNiTSKY. My heart is bursting. It is dreadfuL 
Never mind, though. I must go, [He goes out] 

SoNYA [knocking at the doo r\ Mikhail Lvovitch! 
Are you asleep? Please come here for a minute. 

AsTROFF Ibehind the door] In a moment. 

[He clears presently, with his collar and umstcoat 
onJ] 

AsTROFF. What do you wish ? 

SoNYA. Drink as much as you please, if you don't 
find it disgusting, but I beg you don't let my unde 
do it. It's bad for him. 

AsntOFF. Allrig^t;wewon't drink any more. I'm 
going home at once. That's settled. By the time the 
horses are harnessed, it will be dawn. 

SoNYA. It's still raining; wait until morning. 

AsTROFF. The storm is over. This is only the final 
gust. I must go. And please don't ask me to visit 
your father any more. I tell him he has gout, and he 
insists it is riieumatsim. I tell him to lie down, and he 
sits up. To-day he actually refused to see me. 

SoNYA. He has been spoiled. [Looking in the side- 
board] Won't you have a bite to eat? 

AsTROFF. Yes, please, I think I will 

SoNYA. I like to eat at ni^t. Fm sure we shall 
Bod something here. They say he has made a great 
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many conquests in' his life suid the women have turned 
his head. Here is some cheese. 

[They stand eating by the sideboard.] 
^ AsTROFF. I haven't eaten a thing all day. Your 
father has a very peculiar character. [Taking a bottle 
out of the sideboard] May I? [Pouring himself a 
glass of vodka] We arc alone here and I can speak 
frankly. Do you know, I couldn't bear to live in this' 
house for even a month? This atmosphere would 
choke me. There is your father, wholly absorbed in 
his bodes and his gout ; there is your Uncle Vanya 
with his hypochondria, your grandmother, and Anally 
your step-mother -r— 

SoNYA. What about her? 

AsTROFF. A hum an being should fee beautiful in 
e verything: in looks, In dress, in soul, in mind. Your 
step-mother, of course, is beautiful to gaze upon, but 
don't you see? She does nothing but sleep and eat and 
walk and charm us. That is all. She refuses all re- 
sponsibilities, everything is done for her — arti I not 
right? And an idle existence can never be clean. 
[A pause] Still, maybe I'm judging her too harshly. 
I'm discontented, like your Uncle Vanya, and so both 
of us are grumblers. } 

SoNYA. Aren't you satisfied with life?. 

ASTTtOFF. I like life as life, but I hate and despise 
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t o fritter it away in a little Russian village. As far as 
my personal existence is concerned — God! there is 
absolutely no redeeming feature ! Haven't you noticed 
when you cross a dense forest at night and see a little 
light shining on ahead, how you forget your fatigue 
and the darkness and the sharp branches that lash your 
face? I work, you know that — like no one else in the 
country. Fate pursues me relentlessly ; at times I suffer 
unbearably and I see no light ahead of me. I have no 
hope; I do not care for people. It is a long tJF^^ ^^^^ 
1 have loved ai^y one. 

SoNYA. You love no' one? 

AsTROFF. Not a soul. I feel only a kind of tender- 
ness for your old nurse, for old-times* sake. The peas- 
jants are all alike; they are stupid and dirty. And the 
^educated people are difficult to get along with. I am 
tired of them. All our friends are petty and shallow. 
They see no farther than their own noses; in a single 
word, they are dull. The ones wha have brains are 
hysterical, consumed with a mania for andyzing them- 
selves. They whine, they hate, they find fault every- 
where. They crawl up to me on the sly, leer at me 
and say: "That fellow is crazy," "That man is a bag 
of wind." Or, if they don't know what else to call me, 
they say I am peculiar. I like the forests; that is 
peculiar. I don't eat meat; that is peculiar, too. 
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Simple, natural relations between man and man or 
between man and nature have no existence in their 
eyes. 

[He tries to take a drink; Sonya prevents kimJ] 

SoNYA. I beg you, I implore you, don't drink any 
more! 
AsTROFF. Why not? 

Sonya. It is so unwordiy of you. You are well- 
bred, your voice is tender, you are even — more than 
any one I know — handsome. Why do you wish to 
be like die conmion people who drink and play cards? 
Oh, don't, I beg you! You are always saying that 
people never create ansrthing, but only destroy what 
nature has given them. Why do you insist on destrc^- 
ing yourself? Oh, don't, I implore you! I entreat 
you! 

AsTROFF [giving her his hand] I won't drink any 
more. 

Sonya. Promise. 

AsTROFF. I give you my word of honor. 

Sonya [squeezing his hand] Thanks ! 

AsTROFF. I'm through with it. You see, I'm per- 
fectly sober again, and I shall remain so until the end 
of my life. [He looks at his watch] But, as I was 
saying, there is nothing for me in life ; my race is over. 
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I am old» tired, unimportant ; my feelings are dead. I 
could never again have any attachment for any one. I 
love no one, and — I never shall ! Be auty alon e still 
h as the power to affect me. It moves me deepl y? 
He lena Andreievna could turn my head in a day if she 
cared_ to^ but that isn*t love, nor affection — [He i 
shudders and covers his face with his hands.'] 

SoNYA. What is the matter? 

AsTROFF. Nothing. During Lent one of my pa- 
tients died on the operating table. 

SoNYA. It is time to forget that. [A pause] Tell 
me, Mikhail Lvovitch, if I had a friend or a younger 
sister, and if you knew that she, well — that she loved 
you, what would you do? 

AsTROFF [shrugging his shoulders] I don't know. I 
don't suppose I'd do anything. I'd make her under- 
stand that I could not return her love — still, my mind 
does not bother itself with such affairs now. I must 
start at once if I am ever to go. Good-bye, dear girl. 
At this rate, we shall stand here talking till morning. 
[Shaking hands with her] I shall go out through the 
sitting-room, because I'm afraid your uncle might de^ 
tain me. [He goes out,] 

SoNYA [alone] And he really said nothing! His 
heart and soul are still hidden from me, and yet for 
some reason I'm strangely happy. Why? [Laughing 
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unth pleasure] I told him that he was well-bred and 
handsome and that his voice was tender. Was that 
wrong? I can still feel his voice throbbing in the air; 
it caresses me. [Wringing her hands] Qh, how fright- 
ful it is to be uglyl I am ugly, I know it. Last Sun- 
day as I was coming out of church, I overheard a 
woman say, ''She is a dear, noble girl, but what a pity 
she is so ugly !" So ugly ! 

[Helena Andreievna enters and throws open the 
window.] 

Helena Andreievna. The storm has passed. 
What wonderful air! [A pause] Where is the doctor? 

SoNYA. He has gone. 

H ELENA Andreievna, Sonya ! 

SoNYA. Yes? 

Helena Andreievna. How much longer are you 
going to sulk? We have done each other no harm. 
Why should we be enemies? We have had enough of 
this. 

Sonya. I myself — [Embracing Helena Andrei- 
evna] Let us make peace. 

Helena Andreievna. With all my heart. [They 
are both affected.] 

SoNYA. Has father gone to bed? 

Helena Andreievna. No, he is sitting up in the 
drawing-room. Heaven knows why wc haven't been 
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on speaking terms with each other for weeks. [Seeing 
the open sideboard] Who left the sideboard open? 
SoNYA. Mikhail Lvovitch has just had suiH>er. 

Helena Andreievna, Here is some wine. Let's 
seal our friendship. 
SoNYA. Yes, let's. 

Helena Andreievna. Out of one glass. [Filling 
a unne-fflass] We are friends, aren't we? 

SoNYA. Yes. [They drink and kiss each other] I 
have wished to make friends for so long, but somehow 
I was ashamed to. [She weeps.] 

Helena Andreievna. Why do you weep? 

•SoNYA. I don't know. Never mind. 

Helena Andreievna. There, rfiere, don't cry. 
[She weeps] Silly! Now I am crjdng, too. [A pause] 
You're angry with me because you think I married 
your father for his money, but don't put any trust in 
the tales you hear. I swear to you I married him for 
love. I was fascinated by his fame and his learning. 
I know now that it wasn't real love, but it seemed real 
enough at the time. I am innocent, and yet ever since 
my marriage your sharp suspicious eyes have been ac- 
cusing me of an imaginary crime. 

SoNYA. Let's forget the past. 
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Helena Andreievna. You mustn't look at people 
that way. It isn't right. You must trust people, or 
-^ life becomes impossible. [A pause.} 

SoNYA. Tell me, truthfully, as a friend, are you 
happy? 

Helena Andreievna. Truthfully, no. 

SoNYA. I knew it. One more question : would you 
like your husband to be young? 

Helena Andreievna. What a child you are I Of 
course I would. Go on, ask me something else. 

SoNYA. Do you like the doctor? 

Helena Andreievna. Yes, very much, indeed. 

SoNYA [laughing} I have a stupid face, haven't I? 
He has just left, and his voice still rings in my ears ; I 
can hear his step; I can see his face in the window. 
Let me speak out all that I have in my heart! But no, 
I can^t say it so publicly. I am ashamed. Come to 
my room and let me tell you there. I seem silly to 
you, don't I ? Tell me about him ! 

Helena Andreievna. What can I tell you? 

SoNYA. He is clever. He can do everything. He 
can heal the sick, and plant forests. 

Helena Andreievna. It isn*t a question of medi- 
cine and trees, my dear. He is a man of genius. Do 
you realize what that means? It means he is coura- 
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geous, deq> and clear of vision. He plants a tree and 
his mind swings a thousand years into the future and J 
he sees dreams of the happiness of the human race./ 
People like him are rare and ought to be loved. What 
if he does drink and use rou^ words at times? In 
Russia, a man of genius cannot be a saint. There he 
lives, cut off from the world by frost and storm and 
trackless muddy roads, surrounded by coarse people 
who 'are crushed by poverty and disease. His life is one 
endless struggle, with never a day's respite. How can 
a man live like that for forty years and stay sober and 
unspotted ? [Kissing Sonya'] With all my heart, I wish 
you happiness; you deserve it. [Getting up] As for 
me, I am a worthless, futile woman. Always I have 
been futile; in music, in love, in my husband's home — 
to be brief, in everything. When you stop to think 
of it, Sojjya, I sm reall y venr,^v ery unfaaopv . [Wdk- 
ing excitedly back and forth] I can never achieve hap- 
piness in this world. Never. Why do you laugh? 

SoNYA [laughing and putting her hands over her 
face] I amTso happy, so happy ! 

Helena Andreievna. I wish I could hear some 
music. I mi^jLclay-Ajittle. 

SoNYA. Oh, do, do! [Embracing her] I couldn't 
possibly go to sleep now. Do play! 
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Hblbna Andreievna. Yes, I will. Your fadier is 
still awake. Music annoys him when he is ill, but if 
he says I may, then I shall play a little. Go and ask 
him, Sonya. 

SoNYA. All right. 

[She goes out. The sound of the Watchman' s ratt le 
comes from the back yard,] 

Helena Andreievna. It's a long time since Fve 
heard music. And now, I shall sit and play and cry 
like a simi^eton. [Cal(tng out of the unndotu] Yefim, 
is that you out there winTyour rattle? 

Voice of the Watchman. Yes. 

Helena Andreievna. Don't make so much noise. 
Your master is ill. 

Voice of the Watchman. Fm ofiE right away« 
{FTr Tcftuf/nf a tunr ] 
Sonya [returning] He says ''No/ * 

THE curtain falls. 
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ACT THREE. 

The drawing-room of Serebryakoff's house. There 
are doors right, left and center. It is early afternoon. 
Voinitsky and Sonya are sea ted. Helena Andreievfui 
walks back and forth, deep in thought. 

Voinitsky. The Hcrr Professor has deigned to 
express the wish that we all gather in the drawing- 
room at one o'clock. [Looking at his watch] It is 
now a quarter to one. H e has ^ message to convey to 
the world, , — — — 

Helena Andreievna. It's probably u question of 
business. ^ .y 

Voinitsky. He never has any business. He writes 
nonsense, grumbles and eats out his hea rty with jea l- 
ousy; that's jalL be does. 

Sonya [reproachfutly] Uncle! 

Voinitsky. Very wdl. I heg your pardon. 
[Pointing to Helena Jndrei^na} JLook a.t her. Rpani- 
ing up and down out of sheer idleness* A pretty pic- 
ture, I must say! 

43 
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Helena Andreievna. I'm surprised that it doesn't 
bore you to strum on the same note from morning 
to night. [With despair'] This tedium is killing me. 
What shall I do? 

SoNYA [shrugging her shoulders] There is i^enty 
to do if you wish to. 

Helena Andreievna. For instance? 

SoNYA. You could help run this estate, teach the 
children, look after the sick -r- isn't that enough? Be- 
fore you and father came, Unde Vanya and I used to 
take the grain to market ourselves. 

Helena Andreievna. I know nothing about such 
-matters, and, besides, I'm not interested in them. Only 
l in sentiment^ novels do women go out and teadi ^n j 
yook afterwkpeasants;liow can I start in doi ng it all 
pf jl jmddjm 

SoNYA. How you can live here and not do it, is 
what I fail to understand. Be patient and you'll get 
used to it. [Embracing her] Don't be melancholy, 
dearest. [Laughing] You feel out-of-sorts and restless 
and unable, scnnehow, to fit into this life, and your 
restlessness is infectious. Look at Uncle Vanya, he 
does nothing now but trail you like a shadow, and I 
have given up my work to-day to come here and talk 
with you. I'm g^ng lasy and losing interest in my 
wo^ Dr. Mikhail Lvovitdi hardly ever came here; 
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it was all we could do to induce him to visit us once 
e^ch month, and now he has given up his forestry and 
his medicine, and comes every day. You must be a 

witch. 

■■^%^ 

VoiNiTSKY. Why should you pii^r.away here? 
Come, my darling, my sweetheart, be sensible! A 
mermaid's blood runs in your veins. Why don't you 
bdiave like one? Give your nature free rein f<^ once 
m your life ; fall heels^ over head in love with some 
other water sprite, and^ plunge headlong into a deep 
pool, so that the Herr Professor and all the rest pf us 
may be free again. 

Helbna Andreibvna [in anger] Leave me alone I 
How brutal you are! [She tries to leave J] 

VoiNiTSKY [preventing her] There, there, my darl- 
ing, I apologize. Forgive me. [He kisses her hanJ} 
Peace! 

Helena Andreievna. Admit that you would try 
the patience of a saint. 

VoiNnsKY. As a peace ofiFering, Fm going to bring 
you some flowers I picked for you this morning; some 
autumn roses, glori ous, melancholy roses . [He leaves.] 

SoNYA. Autumn roses, glorious, melancholy roses! 

[She and Helena Andreievna stgnd at the window 
looking out.] 



Digitized 



by Google 



46 UNCLE VANYA 

Helena Andrbievna. September already! How 
are we going to live through the long winter here? 
[A pause] Whcte is the doctor? 

SoNYA. He's in Uncle Vanya's writing-room. I'm 
ghd Unde Vanya has left. I'd like to talk to you 
about something. 

Helena Andreievna. About what? 

SoNYA. About what? [She puts her ^head on 
Helena Andreievna's breast, ] 

Helena Andreievna [caressing her hair] There, 
there! Don't, Sonya. 

SoNYA. Ian ugly! 

Helena Andreievna. You have beautiifuLhair. 

Sonya. I Jon't say th at ! [Turning to look at her* 
self in tht glass] No, when a woman is ugly, they al- 
ways say that she has beautiful hair or eyes. Fo r six 
v ^rs now I have ^lovcd^hiini^I ha« lovedhim more 
t han vou can love Your own m other.^ Every second, 
I seem to hear him by my side. I feel his hand press 
mine. I watch the door all the time, imagining I can 
hear his footsteps. And — don't you see? — I run 
to you just to talk about him. Every day now he comes 
here, but he never looks at me, he doesn't even notice 
my presence. It is heart-breaking. I have absolutely 
no hope, no hope. [In despair] God! Give me 
strength to endure. All last night I prayed. Often 
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I go up to him and speak to him and look into his 
eyes. MxjpridcjsjgcMie. I no longer have the strength 
to control myself. Yesterday I^ t old Unde Van ya 
that I love him. I coutdn^t help ij. And all the 
servants know it. Every one knows that I love hinu 

Helena Andrbievna. Does he? 

SoNYA. No, he never pays any attention to me. 

Helena Andreievna [thoughtfully] He is a 
strange man. Listen, Sonya, will you permit me to 
speak to him? I shall be careful and hint gently* [A 
pause] Really, to live in such uncertainty all these 
years! Let me do it! 

[Sonya nods affirmatively,] 

Helena Andreievna. Excellent ! It will be easy 
to find out whether or not he loves you. Don't be 
ashamed, darling, don't worry. I shall be careful; 
he won't have the least suspicion. We only widi to 
find out whether it is yes or no, don't we ? [A pause] 
And if it is no, then he must stay away from here, isn't 
that right? 

{Sowytf nods.] 

Helena Andreievna. It would be easier not to 
see.him iny more. We won't dday this a(h instant. He 
said he had a sketch to show me. Go and tell hini at 
once that I wish Vb see him. ' ^ 
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SoNYA [greatly excited] Will you tell me the whole 
truth? 

Hblbna Andreievna. Of course I wilL I'm sure 
that whatever it is, it will be easier to endure than 
this uncertainty. Trust me» dearest. 

SoNYA. Yes, yes. I shall say that you wish to see 
his sketdi. [She starts to go, hut stops near the door 
and looks back] No, it is better not to know — and 
yet — maybe there's hope. 

Hblbna Andrbievna. What are you saying? 

SoNYA. Nothing. [She leaves.] 

Helena Andreievna [alone] There is nothing \f^ 
worse than to know the secret of another human being, u 
and to realize there's nothing you can do to hd(> them. \ , 
[In deep thought] Obviously, he is not in love with 
her. But why shouldn't he marry her? She isn't 
pretty, but she is so clever and pure and good that she 
would make an excellent wife for a country doctor 
of his years. [A pause] I can feel for die poor child. 
Here she lives in this desperate loneliness with no one 
about her except these gray ^adows who do nothing 
but eat, drink, sleep and talk nonsense. Among them 
from time to time appears this Dr. Astroff, so different, 
so handsome, so entertaining, so fascinating. It is like 
seeing the moon rise on a daric night. Oh, to sur- 
render yourself, body and aoul, to audi a man! Even 
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I am a little in love with him ! Yes» without him I am 
lonely; ynhen I think of him, I smile. Uncle Vanya 
lays I have the blood of a mermaid in my veins: "For 
once in your life, give free rein to your nature!" Per- 
haps I should. Oh, to be free as a bird, to fly away 
from all those drowsy faces and their monotonous chat- 
ter and forget that they have existed at all ! But I am 
cowardly ; I am afraid ; my conscience tortures me. He 
comes here every day now. I can guess why, and al- 
ready I feel guilty; I should like to fall on my knees 
at Son3ra's feet and beg her to forgive me and weep. 

[Astroff enters carrying a portfolio.'] 

AsTROFF. Good afternoon! [Shaking hands with 
ker"] Do you wish to see my sketch? 

Helena Aniweievna. Yes, you promised you'd 
show me what you had been doing. Have you time 
now? 

AsntOFF. Of course! 

[He lays the portfolio on the table, takes out a 
sketch and attaches it to the table unth thumb-tacks.} 

A&TROFF. What was your birthplace? 

Helena Andreievna [helping him out] In Peters- 
burg. 

AsntOFF. And where were you educated? 

Helena Andreisvna. At the Cooiemtoiy there* 
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AsTROFF. I don't suppose you find this life very in- 
teresting. 

Helena Andreievna. Oh, why not? It's true I 
don't know the country very well, but I've read a 
great deal about it. 

AsTROFF. I have my own desk there in Ivan's room. 
When I'm simply too worn out to go on with my work, 
I drop everything and rush over here to forget myself 
in this pastime for an hour or two. Ivan Petrovitch 
and Sonya Alexandrovna rattle away at their counting 
frames, I feel warm and peaceful, the cricket chirps, 
and I sit near them at my table and paint. But I 
don't indulge in this luxury very often, only about once 
a month. [Pointing to the ptctttre] Look ! • This is a 
survey map of our country as it was fifty years ago. 
The green tints, both light and dark, stand for foiests. 
Half the map, you see, is covered with them. Where 
the green is striped with red, the forests were stocked 
with elk aod wild goats. Here in thi^ lake were great 
flocks of swans and geese and ducks; as the old men 
say, there was a power of birds of ev^ry kind. Now 
they have vanished like a mist. Beside the towns and 
villages, you see, I have jotted down here arid there the 
various settlements, farms, hermits' caves and wiater- 
mills. This country was rich in cattle and horses, as 
you can see by did expanse of blue. For instance, see 
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bow it deepens in this part ; there were great herds of 
tiicm here, an average of three horses to every house. 
[J pause] Now, look lower down. This is the coun- 
try as it was twenty-five years ago. Only a third of 
the map now is green with forests. There are no goats 
remaining and no elk. The green and blue are lighter, 
and so on and so forth. Now, we come to the third 
diagram, our country as it is to-day. Still we see 
spots of green, but very little. The elk, the swans, the 
black-cock have disappeared. On the whole, it is the 
picture of a continuous and slow decline which will 
evidently come to completion in about ten or fifteen 
years. Pwhaps you may object that it is the march of 
progr ^, that the old order ro y^t givp^wny tp fHe"new, 
a n3 jou would be right if roads had been built throu gh 
t hese ruined forests, or if factories and schools ha d 
taken their place. Then the pfoplp woul^ have be- 
rnm<> bfttt cf educated and Jiealthier and richer, b ut as 
i t is, we havy nothing of the kind. We have the same 
swamps and mosquitoes; the same disease and misery: 
typhoid, diphtheria, fires. The degradation of our 
country confronts us, brought on l^ the human race's 
fierce struggle for existence. It is all the result of the 
ignorance and heedlessness of starving, diivering, ill 
humanity. To save our children, we snatch instinc- 
tively at everything that caa warm us and satisfy our 
hunger. Therefore we consume everything on which 
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we can lay our hands, without a thought for the future. 
And so aknost everything has been destroyed and 
nothing created to take its place. [Coldly] B ut I s ee 
by your expression that it does not interest you . 

Helena Andreievna. I kn ow so little about sudh 
things! 

AsTROFF. There's nothing to know. It simolv is n't 
interesting, that's all. 

Helena Andreievna. Frankly, my thoughts were 
elsewhere. Forgive me! I must ask you something, 
but Fm embarrassed and I don't know how to begin. 

AsTROFF. Ask me something ? 

Helena Andreievna. Yes, quite an innocent 
question. Sit down. [They both sit] It's about a 
young girl I know. Let's discuss it like honest people, 
like friends, and then forget what will have passed 
between us, shall we? 

AsTROFF. All right. 

Helena Andreievna. It's about my step-daughter, 
Sonya. Do you like her? 

AsTROFF. Yes, I respect her, 

Helena Andreievna. Do you like her — as a 
wcMnan ? 

Astroff [slowly] No. 

Helena Andreievna. One word more and that 
will be the last. You have noticed nothing? 
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AsTROFF. No, nothing. 

Hblena Andreievna [taking his hand in hers] You 
don't love her. I see it in your eyes. She is suffering. 
You must understand that and not come here any more. 

AsTROFF. I am rather too old for — and anyhow, 
I haven' t the ti me. {Shrugging his shoulders'] When 
could I? [Embarrassed.] 

Helena AndreIpvna. Bah I What a disgusting 
conversation. I am as breathless as if I had been run- 
ning three miles uphilL Thank heaven, that is done 
with. Now let us forget everything that has been 
said. But you must leave at once. You are sensible. 
You understand. [A pause] I am actually blushing. 

AsTROFF. If you had spoken a month or two ago, 
perhaps I might have considered it, but now — [Shrugs 
ging his shoulders] Of course, if she is suffering — but 
I can't understand your reasons for putting me through 
this examination. [Searching her face with his eyes 
and shaking his finger at her] Oho, you are shrewd ! 

Helena Andreievna. What do you mean? 

AsTROFF [laughing] You are a shrewd one ! I ad- 
mit that Sonya is suffering, but why do you cross- 
question me? [Preventing her from answering and 
going on quickly] Please don't look so surprised; you 
know perfectly well why I come here every day. Yes, 
you know perfectly why and for whose sake I cornel 
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Qh, my little bird of prey! don^t look at me in that 
way; I am an old sparrow! 

Helena Andrbievna [perplexed] Bird of prey? I 
don't understand. 

AsTROFF, Beautiful, fluffy bird of prey, you must 
have your victims ! For an entire month, I have done 
nothing but hunt you eagerly. I have cast aside every- 
thing for you, and it pleases you to see it. Now then, 
I'm sure you knew all this without submitting me to 
that cross-examination. [Crossing his arms and hoW' 
ing his head] I yield I am yours — now, eat me! 

Helena Andrbievna You have gone insane! 

AsTROFF [laughing ironically] You are afraid ! 

Helena Andreievna. I am a better and a stronger 
woman than you think me. I swear to you! [She 
tries to leave the room.] 

AsTROFF [barring her way] I'll go away to-day. I 
shan't come here any more. But — [Taking her hand 
and glancing about] — for the future — where are we 
going to meet? Tell me quickly, where? Some one 
may come in. Tell me quickly! — [Passionately] You 
arc so gloriously beautiful! — Just one kiss — let me 
kiss your fragrant hair! 

Hblbna Andreievna. I swear to you ! 
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AsTROFF. Why swear? You must not! Let us 
not waste words! Ah, how lovely you arc — what 
hands! [Kissing her hands.'} 

Helena Andreievna. Enough! Go away! 
[Freeing her hands] You are forgetting yourself ! 

AsTROFF. Tell me! Tell me! Where will we 
meet to-morrow? [Putting his arms around her] 
Don't you see ! We must meet ! It is inevitable. 

[He kisses her. Foinitsky comes in carrying a bunch 
o f roses, and halts in the doorway.] 

Helena Andreievna [wi thout seeintr Foinitsky ] 
Have pity! Leave me! [She lays her head on Astroff*s 
shoulder] Don't ! [She tries to break aivay from him.] 

AsTROFF [holding her round the waist] Be in the 
forest to-morrow af two. Yes! Will you come? 

Helena Andreievna [seeing Foinitsky] Let me 
go! [Breaking free and going to the window deeply 
embarrassed] This is dreadful! 

VoiNrrsKY [throwing the flowers on a chair, speak' 
ing in great excitement and wiping his face tvith his 
handkerchief] Nothing — yes, yes, nothing. 

AsTROFF [sulking] It's a fine day, my dear Ivan 
Petrovitdi. This morning, die sky was overcast and it 
looked like rain, but now the sun is shining again. 
Akkr all, weVe had a very fine autumn, and Ae wheat 
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crop looks unusually promising. [Putting his map 
back into the portfolio] But the da3rs are growing short. 

Hblena Anoreievna [quickly approaching Voinit- 
sky] You must do your best; you must use all the 
power you have to get my husband and myself away 
from here to-day! Do you hear? I say, to-day! 

VoiNiTSKY [wiping his face] Oh ! Ah ! Oh ! Very 
well! I — Helena, I saw everything! 

Helena Andreievna [greatly agitated] Do you 
hear me? I must leave here this very day! 

[Serebryakoff , Sonya, Marina and Telyegin enter,] 

Telyegin. Pm not feeling very well myself, your 
Excellency. I've been lame for two days, and my 
head — 

Serebryakoff. Where are the rest? I hate this 
house. It is a regular labyrinth. Every one is always 
scattered through its twenty-six huge rooms. You can 
never find a soul. [Ringing] Ask Maria Vassilievna 
and Helena Andreievna to come here! 

Helena Andreievna. I am here. 

Serebryakoff. Please sit down, all of you. 

Sonya [going up to Helena Andreievna and asking 
anxiously] What did he say? 

Helena Andreievna. I'll tell you later. 

Sonya. You are all upset. [Looking siviftly and 
vJith inquiry into her face] I understand ; he said he 
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would not come here any more. [J pause] Tell me, 
did he? 

[Helena Andreievna nods."] 

Serbbryakoff [to Telyeffiti] After all, one can be- 
come reconciled to being an invalid, but not to this 
life in the country. I feel as if I had been tossed from 
this earth and dumped on a strange planet. Please be 
seated, ladies and gentlemen. Sonya! [She does not 
hear. She stands with her head sadly bent forward."] 
Sonya! [A pause] She does not hear me. [Ta 
Marina] You sit down, too, nurse. [Marina takes a 
seat and resumes knitting her stocking] I bespeak your 
indulgence, ladies and gentlemen ; check your ears, if I 
may put it so, at the hat-rack of attention. [He 
laughs.] 

VoiNrrsKY [fit agitation] Perhaps I*m not needed — 
may I be excused? 

Serbbryakoff. No, you are needed now more 
than any one else. 

VoiNrrsKY. What do you wiA? 

Serbbryakoff. You — but what makes you so 
angry? If it is anything I have done, I beg your for- 
giveness. 

VoiNrrsKY. Oh, forget that and come to the point; 
what do you wish ? 

IMaria Fassilievna enters.] 
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Serbbryakoff. Here is mother. Ladies and gen- 
tlemen, I shall begin. I have asked you to gather 
here, my friends, to inform you that the inspector ge n- 
eral is coming. All jokes aside, though, I widi to 
discuss a very important matter. I must ask you for 
your aid and advice, and realizing your unflagging 
cordiality, I believe I can count on both. I am a 
book-worm and a scholar, and I am not familiar with 
practical afiEairs. I am unable, I find, to dispense with 
the help of well-informed people such as you, Ivan 
Petrovitch, and you, Ilya Ilyitch, and you, mother. 
The truth is, tnanet omnes una nox, that is to say, our 
lives rest in the hands of God, and as I am old and 
ill, I realize that the time has come for me to dispose 
of my property in the interests of my family. My life 
is nearly finished, and I am not thinking of myself, 
but I must consider my young wife and daughter. [J 
pause] I cannot go on living in the country; we were 
not intended for country life. And yet, we cannot 
afford to live in town on the income derived from this 
estate. We might sell the forests, but that would be an 
expedient to which we could not resort every year. We 
must work out some method of guaranteeing ourselves 
a certain more or less fixed annual income. With this 
object in view, a plan has occurred to me which I 
now have the honor of proposing to you for your con- 
sideration. I shall give you only a rough outline, fore- 
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going all details. Our estate does not pay on an 
average more than two per cent, on the investment. I 
propose to sell it. If then we invest our capital in 
bonds, it will bring us four to five per cent., and we 
should probably have a surplus of several thousand 
rubles, with which we could buy a modest cottage in 
Finland — 

VoiNrrsKY. Wait a moment! Repeat what you 
said just now ; I don't believe I heard you quite right. 

Serebryakoff. I said we would invest the money 
in bonds and with the surplus buy a cottage in Finland. 

VoiNiTSKY. No, not Finland — you said something 
else. 

Serebryakoff. I propose to sell this estate. 

VoiNiTSKY. Aha ! That was it ! So you are going 
to sell the estate? Splendid! That is a rare idea! 
And what do you propose to do with my old mother 
and myself and with Sonya, here? 

Serebryakoff. That will be determined in due 
course. We can't do everything at once. 

VoiNiTSKY. Wait! It is clear that up to now IVe 
never had an ounce of sense in my head. I have always 
been stupid enough to think that the estate belonged to 
Sonya. My late father bought it as a wedding gift for 
my sister, and as our laws were made for Russians and 
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not for Turks, I foolishly imagined that my sister's 
estate would pass on to her child. 

Serebryakoff. Of course it belongs to Sonya. Has 
any one denied it? I don't wish to sell it without 
Sonya's consent ; on the contrary, what I am doing is 
for Sonya's welfare. 

VoiNrrsKY. This is wholly beyond comprehension. 
Either I have gone insane or — or — 

Maria Vassilievna. Jean, don't contradict Alex- 
ander. Trust him ; he knows better than we do what is 
right and what is wrong. 

VoiNrrsKY. No! Give me some water. [He 
drinks] Go on! Say anything you like — anything! 

Serebryakoff. I can't understand why you are so 
upset. I don't pretend that my scheme is ideal, and if 
you all object to it, I shall not insist. [A pause.] 

Telyegin [u/ith emharrassment] Not only do I 
feel a deep respect toward learning, your Excellency, 
but I am also drawn toward your culture by family 
ties. My brother Grigory's wife's brother, whom you 
may know ; his name is Constantin Trofimovitch Lake- 
demonofiE, and he used to be a magistrate — 

VoiNiTSKY. Stop, Waffles. This is business; wait 
a moment, we'll talk of that later. [To Serebryakoff] 
There now, ask him what he thinks; this estate was 
purchased from his uncle. 
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Serbbryakoff. Ah ! Why should I ask questions? 
What good would it do? 

VoiNiTSKY. The price was ninety-five thousand 
rubles. My father paid seventy and left a mortgage 
of twenty-five. Now listen ! This estate could never 
have been bought if I had not renounced my inherit- 
ance in favor of my sister, whom I loved deeply — and 
what is more, I worked like an ox for ten years and 
paid off the mortgage. 

Serbbryakoff. I regret that I ever started this 
conversation. 

VoiNiTSKY. Thanks entirely to my personal cflEorts, 
the estate has an absolutely clear title, and now, when 
I have grown old, you propose to chase me away! 

Serbbryakoff. I can't understand what you're 
driving at. 

VoiNrrsKY. For twenty-five years I have managed 
this estate. I have sent you the proceeds from it like 
the most honest of servants, and you have never given 
me one single word of thanks for my pains, not one — 
neither in my youth nor now. You allowed me a 
meagre annual salary of five hundred rubles, a beggar's 
pittance, and you have never even thought of adding a 
ruble to it. 

Serbbryakoff. What did I know about such 
things, Ivan Petrovitch ? I am not a practical man and 
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I don't understand them. You might have helped 
yourself to all you desired. 

VoiNrrsKY. Yes, why didn't I steal? Don't you 
all despise me for not stealing? It would have been 
only fair, and I wouldn't be a poor man now. 

Maria Vassilievna [sternly] Jean! 

Telyegin [in agiiaioin] Vanya, old man, don't talk 
like that. Why spoil such a pleasant relationship? 
[Embracing him] Do stop ! 

VoiNiTSKY. For twenty-five years I have been sit- 
ting here with my mother like a mole in a burrow. 
Every thought and hope we had was yours and yours 
alone. All day long we talked with pride of you and 
your work, and spoke your name with respect; our 
evenings we wasted reading your books and papers 
which my soul now detests. 

Telyegin. Don't, Vanya, don't. I can't endure it 

Serebryakoff [angrily] What in the name of 
heaven do you desire, anyhow? 

VoiNiTSKY. We used to consider you as a super- 
man, almost, but now the scales have fallen from my 
eyes and I see you as you are ! You write on art with- 
out knowing a thing about it. Those books of yours 
which I used to admire aren't worth a copper kopeck. 
You are a humbug! 
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Serbbryakoff. Can't any one stop him? I'm go- 
ing away! 

Helena Andreievna. Ivan Pctrovitch, I com- 
mand you to stop this instant ! Do you hear me ? 

VoiNiTSKY. I refuse! [Serebryakoff tries to escape 
from the room, but Voinitsky bars the door^ Wait! 
I have not finished yet! You have wrecked my life. 
I have never really lived. My best years have gone 
for nothing. They have been ruined, thanks to you. 
You arc my bitterest enemy ! 

Telyeoin. I can't stand it; I can't stand it. I'm 
going. 

[He leaves in great excitement,'] 

Serebryakoff. But what do you wish of me? 
What earthly right have you to address me in such 
language? What a trifle! If this estate is yours, then 
take it, and let me be ruined ; I don't care ! 

Helena Andreievna. I shall leave this hell at 
once! [Shrieking] I can't bear it any longer! 

Voinitsky. My life has been a failure. I am,, 
clever and courageous and strong. If I had lived a/ 
normal life I might have become another Schopen^ 
hauer or Dostoievsky. I am losing my head! I am 
going insane! Mother, I am in despair! Oh^ moth er!! 

Maria Vassilievna [sternly] Listen, Alexand^! 
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[Sonya falls to her knees beside the nurse and clings 
to her.l 

SoNYA. Oh, nurse, nurse ! 

VoiNiTSKY. Mother! What shall I do? No, 
don't speak! I know what to do. [To Serebryakoff] 
You will remember me ! 

[He departs through the door in the center of the 
room and Maria Vassilievna follows him,"] 

Serebryakoff. Tell me, what on earth is the mat- 
ter? Take this lunatic out of my sight! I simply 
cannot live under the same room with him. [Pointing 
to the center door] His room is almost next door to 
mine. Let him remove into the village or into the wing 
of the house, or I shall leave here at once. I cannot 
remain in the same house with him. 

Helena Andreievna [to her husband] We arc 
leaving to-day; we must prepare at once. 

Serebryakoff. What a perfectly frightful man ! 

SoNYA [on her knees beside the nurse, turning to 
her father and speaking with emotion] You must be 
kind to us, papa. Uncle Vanya and I are so unhappy ! 
[Controlling her despair] Have mercy on us! Re- 
member how Uncle Vanya and grandmother used to 
copy and translate your books for you every night — 
every night. Uncle Vanya has toiled without rest ; we 
would never spend a penny on ourselves, but sent it all 
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to you ! Wc earned every mouthful of bread that we 
ate! I am not speaking as I should like to, but you 
must understand us, papa, you must have mercy on us. 

Helena Andreievna [much excited, to her hus- 
band] For heaven's sake, Alexander, go and talk to him 
— explain ! 

Serebryakoff. Very well, I shall talk to him. 
I do not accuse him of anything, and I am not angry, 
but you must confess that his behavior has been strange, 
to say the least. Excuse me, I shall go to him. 

[He leaves through the center doorJ] 

Helena Andreievna. Be gentle with him. Try 
to soothe him. [She follows her husband out,] 

SoNYA [snuggling nearer to Marina] Nurse, oh, 
nurse! 

Marina. It's all right, baby. When the geese 
have cackled they will be silent again. First they 
cackle and then they stop. 

SoNYA. Nurse ! 

Marina [caressing her hair] You are trembling all 
over, as if you had a chill. There, there, little orphan, 
God is merciful. A little linden-tea, and it will all 
pass ofiF. Don't cry, my sweet. [Looking angrily at 
the center door] See, the geese have all gone now. 
The devil take them! 
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I J shot is hear d. He lena Andreievna screams be^ 
hind the scenes. Sonya shudders. li 

Marina. Bang! What's that? 

Serebryakoff [reeling in, terror-stricken'] Hold 
him! Hold him! He has gone mad! 

[Helena Andreievna and Voinitsky struggle at the 
doorway.] 

Helena Andreievna [trying to snatch the re- 
volver from him] Give it to me; give it to me, I tell 
you! 

Voinitsky. Let me go, Helena, let me go! [He 
frees himself and rushes in, s earching everywhere fo r 
Serebryakoff] Where is he? Ah, there he is! [He 
shoots at htn i. A pause] Didn't I get him? I missed 
again? [Enraged] Damnation! To hell with him! 

[He hurls the revolver to the floor and sinks help- 
lessly into a chair. Serebryakoff stands stupefied. 
Helena Andreievna leans against the wall, half -faint- 
ing.] 

Helena Andreievna. Take me away! Take me 
away! I can't stay here — I can't! 

Voinitsky [despairingly] What am I doing? 
What am I doing? 

Sonya [softly] Oh, nurse, nurse! 

THE curtain falls. 
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Voinitsky's bed-room, which he also uses as his 
office, A largie table is near the window; scattered 
over it are ledger, letter scales, and papers of all de- 
scriptions. Near by is a smaller table belonging to 
Astroff, with his paints and drawing materials. A 
cage hangs on the wall containing a starling. There 
is a map of Africa on the wall, obviously of use to no 
ofte, . There is a large sofa covered with canvas, A 
door leads to the left into an inner room; one to the 
right leads into the front hall, and in front of this door 
is a mat on which the peasants clean their muddy 
boots. It is an evening in autumn. The stillness is 
complete, Telyegin and Marina sit facing each other, 
winding wool. 

Tblyecin. Hurry, Marina, or we shall be called 
away to say good-bye before you have finished. They 
have ordered the carriage already. 

Marina [trying to wind more rapidly'] There isn't 
mudi left to wind. 

Telyegin. They are going to Kharkoff to live. 
67 
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Marina. They're doing well to go. 

Telyegin. They have been frightened. The pro- 
fessor's wife refuses to stay here an hour longer. "If 
we're going at all, let's be oflF," says Mie, "we shall 
go to KharkofiF and look around, and then we can 
send for our things." They're traveling light-handed. 
It seems, Marina, that fate decreed they should not 
live here. 

Marina. And quite rightly. What a storm they 
raised! It was a shame! 

Telyegin. Yes, to be sure! The scene was 
worthy of the brush of Aibazovsky. 

Marina. I wish I'd never laid eyes on them, [if 
pause] Once more things will be as they used to be: 
tea at eight, dinner at one, and supper in the evening; 
everything in order as decent people and Christians 
like it. [Siffhinff] It is a long time since I, poor sin- 
ner, have eaten noodles. 

Telyegin. Yes, we haven't had noodles for an 
age. [J pause] Not for ages. As I was passing 
through the village this morning, Marina Timofeievna, 
one of the shop-keepers, called after me, "Hi! you 
hanger-on!" I felt it bitterly. 

Marina. Don't pay a bit of attention to diem, 
Httle fadier; we are all dependents on Qod. You, 
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Sonya, Ivan Pctrovitch and myself — none ol us sits 
idle; we all work. All! — Where is Sonya? 

Tblyegin. In the garden with the doctor, look- 
ing for Ivan Petrovitch. They are afraid he may 
lay violent hands on himself. 

Marina. Where is his revolver? 

Tblyegin [whisperinff] I hid it in the cellar. 

Marina [amused] Sinner! 

[Foinitsiy and Astroff enter.] 

VoiNrrsKY. Let me alone! [To Marina and 
Telyegin] Go away! Go away and leave me to my- 
self. Only for an hour! I won't have you watching 
me this way! 

Tblyegin [going out on tip-toe] Yes, yes, Vanya. 

Marina [gathering up her wool and leaving] 
The gander cackles; ho! ho! ho! 

VoiNirsKY. Leave me to myself! 

Astroff. I would, with the greatest pleasure. I 
should have gone long ago, but I shan't leave you 
until you have returned what you took from me. 

VoiNirsKY. I took nothing from you. 

AsTROi^F. Fm not joking, don't detain me, I seally 
have to go. 

VoiNrrsKY. I took nothing of yours. 
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AsTROFF. You didn't? All right, I shall have to 
stay a while longer, and then with your permission I 
will have to resort to force. We shall have to bind 
you and search you. I mean what I say. 

VoiNiTSKY. Do as you please. [J pause] Oh, to 
think I made such a fool of myself! To shoot twice 
and miss him both times! I shall never forgive 
myself. 

AsTROFF. When you first felt the impulse to shoot, 
you might as well have put a bullet through your own 
head. 

VoiNiTSKY [shrugging his shoulders'] Strange! I 
attempted murder, and they're not going to arrest me 
or bring me to trial. That means they think Fm 
insane. [Laughing bitterly] II jL^am insanejjnd 
t he ones w ho hjtfe thrir fiifl'tyi »^*^'^ cnipi'/li'ty^ t\xf\T 
shrill cnieltv behind a professor's mask, are sane! 
Those who marry old men and then betray them be- 
fore the eyes of every one, are sane! I saw you kiss 
her; I saw you in each other's arms! 

AsTROFF. Yes, sir, I did kiss her; and that's for 
you ! [Putting his thumb to his nose] 

VoiNirsKY [watching the door] No, it is the earth 
that is insane, because it still suffers us to exist 

AsTROFF. That's nonsense. 
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VoiNiTSKY. Well? Am I not a lunatic, and 
therefore irresponsible? Haven't I the rig^t to talk 
nonsense? 

AsTROFF. This is a farce! Yon are not insane; 
you are simply a ridiculous fool. I used to think every \. 
fool was out of his senses, but now I^y e that ladc ^ 
of sense is the normal human state, and you are per * ^ 
fectlynoraaal,.. 

VoiNrrsKY [covering his face with his hands} Oh! 
If you knew how ashamed I am! There is nothing 
more dreadful under the sun than this bitter sense of 
shame. [Agonized] I can't endure it! [Leaning 
against the table] What can I do? What can I do ?^ 

AsTROFF. Nothing. 

VoiNrrsKY. Tell me somediing! Oh, my God! 
I'am forty-seven. I may live to be sixty; I still have 
thirteen years ahead of mc — an eternity! How can 
I endure life for thirteen years? What shall I do? 
How can I fill them? Oh, don't you see? [Pressing 
Astroff's hand convulsively] Don't you see, if I could 
only live the rest of my life in some new manner! If 
I could only awake some still bright morning and \ 
feel that my life had begun all over; that the past 
was forgiven and had vanished like smoke. [Weeping] 
Oh, to begin life anew! Tell me, tell me, how to 
begin! 
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AsTROFF [crossly] Nonsense! What kind of a 
n ew life can you and I look fonvarcTto? We hav e 
no ho pe. 

VoiNirsKY. None? 

AsTROFF. ^one. I am. convinced, of that. 

VoiNiTSKY. Tell me what to do. [Putting his 
hand to his heart] I feel such a burning pain here. 

AsTROFF [shouting angrily] Stop! [More mod- 
erately] It may be that our posterity, despising us 
for our blind and stupid lives, will find some path to 
happiness; but we — you and I — have but one hope, 
the hope, jtfa at^ visions, ple asa"<- f^f*<i p^rhapg^ may 
haunt us as we rest in pur graves. [Sighing] Yes, 
brotherj^ in this enjj ry cnmmnnjfy there were only two 
decent and in telligent men, you an dL Ten years 
or so ofTiis life of ours, this wretched life, have 
sucked us under, and we have become as contemptible 
and petty as the others. But don't try to talk me 
out of my purpose! Will you give me what you took 
from me? 

VoiNrrsKY. I took nothing from you. 

AsTROFF. You took a little bottle of morphine 
out of my medicine-case. [A pause] Listen ! If you 
arc positively determined to kill yourself, go into the 
woods and shoot yourself there. Give me back the 
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morphine, or there will be a lot of talk and suspicion ; 
people will think I gave it to you. I don't relish 
performing a post-mortem on you. Do you think Fd 
find it interesting? 

[Sonya eHters.l 

VoiNiTSKY. Leave rac alone. 

AsTROFF [to Sonya] Sonya, your unde has stolen 
a bottle of morphine from my medicine-case and won't 
give it up. Tell him his behavior is — well, unwise. 
I haven't time, I must be going. . 

Sonya. Uncle Vanya, did you take the mon^ine? 

AsTROFF. Yes, he took it. [J pause] I am abso- 
lutely sure. 

Sonya. Give it up ! "Wiy do you wish to frighten 
us? [Tenderly] Give it up, Uncle Vanya! My sor- 
row is perhaps even keener than yours, but I am not 
in despair. I endure my grief and shall go on doing 
so until my life comes to its natural end. You must 
endure yours, too. [A pause] Give it up! [Kissing 
his hands] Dear, darling Uncle Vanya. Give it up! 
[Weeping] You are so good, I am sure you'll have 
pity on us and give it up. You must endure your 
grief. Uncle Vanya; you must endure it. 

[Voinitsky takes the bottle from the table drawer 
and gives it to Jstroff,] 
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VcMNiTSKY. There It is! [To Sonya] And now 
we must get busy at once; we must do something, or 
else ril not be able to stand it. 

Sonya. Yes, yes, let's work! As soon as we've 
seen them off, we'll go to work. [Nervously she 
straightens out the papers on the table] We have 
neglected everything! 

AsTROFF [putting the bottle in the case and strap' 
pin§ fV] Now I can go. 

[Helena Andreievna enters.] 

Helena Andreievna. Are you here, Ivan Petro- 
vitdi? We are starting presently. Go to Alexander, 
he wishes to speak to you. 

SoNYA. Go, Uncle Vanya. [Taking Voinitskys 
arm] Come, you and papa must make peace; that is 
absolutely necessary. 

[Sonya and Voinitsky depart.] 

Helena Andreievna. I am leaving. [Giving 
Astroff her hand] Good-bye. 

AsTROFF. So soon? 

Helena Andreievna. The carriage is waiting. 

Astroff. Good-bye. 

Helena Andreievna. You promised me that you, 
too, would go away to-day. 
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AsTROFF. I have forgotten. I am going imme- 
diately. [J pause] Were you afraid? [Takinjf her 
by the hand] Was it so terrif5ring? 

Helena Andrbievna. Yes. 

AsTROFF. Couldn't you stay? Couldn't you? 
To-morrow — in the forest — 

Helena Andreievna. No. Everything is set- 
tled, and that is why I can look you so squarely in 
the eyes. Our departure is fixed. One thing I must 
ask of you: don't think too harshly of me; I should 
like you to respect me. 

AsTROFF. Ah! [fFith an impatient gesture] Stay, 
I beg you! Admit there's nothing for you to do in 
this world. You have no object in life; nothing to 
occupy your attention. Sooner or later your feelings 
will master you. It is inevitable. It would be better 
if it happened, not in KharkolF or in Kursk, but here 
in the lap of nature. Here, at least, it would be 
poetic, even beautiful. Here you have the forests, 
the half-ruined houses of which Turgenieff writes, 

Helena Andreievna. How droll you are ! I am 
angry with you and yet I shall always remember 3rou 
with pleasure. You are interesting and original. You 
and I will never meet again, and so I shall tell you 
— why conceal it? — that I am just a little in love 
with you. Come, one last handclasp, and then let us 
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part good friends. Let us not bear each other atiy 

AsTROFF Ipressinf her hand] Yes, go. [Thought' 
fully] You seem sincere and good, and yet there is 
something strangely restless about your personality. 
The moment you and your husband arrived here, 
every one whom you found busy and engaged in 
active, creative work felt compelled to drop it and 
give himself up to your husband's gout and yourself 
for the entire summer. You and he have contami- 
nated us with your idleness. I have been swept from 
my moorings; I haven't put my hand to a thing for 
weeks. Sickness has been running its course un- 
checked among the people, and the peasants have been 
using my forests and young plantations as a pasture 
for their cattle. Wherever you go, you and your 
husband will always carry destruction in your wake. 
I am joking, of course, and yet I am strangely con- 
vinced that if you had remained here, we should have 
been overtaken by the most terrible desolation, I 
would have perished, and you — no good would have 
come to you. So go! E finite la comedia! 

Helena Andreievna [snatching a pencil quickly 
from A strop's table] I shall keep this pencil in re- 
membrance! 

AsTROFF. How strange it is! We meet, and then 
all of a sudden it seems that we must part forever. 
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That 18 t he, way nf tKi> wnAA W!iil#> we arc i^ 
alone, before Uncle Vanya comes in with a bouquet 
— allow me — to kiss you good-bye — may I ? [Kiss- 
ing her on tke cheei] There! Splendid! 

Helena Andreievna. I wish you every happi- 
ness. [Glancing about her] For once in my life, I 
scorn consequences! [She kisses him impulsively, and 
they part quickly] I must go. 

AsTROFF. Yes, go. If the carriage is ready, dien 
start at once. [They stand listening] 

AsTROFF. E finite! 

[Voinitsky, Serekryaioff, Maria Vassilievna tvith 
her book, Telyegin and Sonya enter,] 

SsREBRYAKOFF [to Voinitsky] Shame on him who 
cannot forgive past offenses. I have passed through 
so much in the last few hours that I feel capable of 
writing for the benefit of posterity a whole treatise 
on how to live. I accept your apology gladly, and I 
myself ask your forgiveness. [He kisses Voinitsky 
three times,] 

Voinitsky. You will go on receiving your allow- 
ance regularly as before. Eve rything will remain a s 
it was. 

[Helena Andreievna embraces Sonya,] 

Serebryakoff [kissing Maria Fassilievmfs hands] 
Mother! 
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Maria Vassiubvna [kissing Atm] Alexander! 
Have your picture taken again, and send it to me; 
you know how dearly I love you. 

Tblybgin. Good-bye, your Excellenqr. Don't 
forget us. 

Sbrebryakoff [kissing his daughter] Good-bye» 
good-bye, every one. [Shaking hands with Astroff] 
Many thanks for your agreeable companionship. I 
have a deep regard for your opinions and your en- 
thusiasm, but as an old man let me give you one piece 
of advice on parting: d o something, my friend! W ork! 
Do somethin g! [They all bow] Good luck to you 
all. 

[He goes out followed by Maria Fassilievna and 

Sonya.] 

VoiNrrsKY [fervently kissing Helena Andreievmfs 
hand] Good-bye — forgive me. I shall never see you 
again! 

Hblbna Andrbievxa [touched] Good-bye, dear 
boy. 

[She kisses his head lightly as he bends over her 
hand, and then goes out,] 

Astroff. Tell them to bring my carriage around, 
too, Waffles. 
Tblyegin. All right, little father. 
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[Astroff and Foinitsky alone are left behind, 
Astroff fathers together his paints and drawing ma- 
terials on the table and packs them away in his gripJ] 

Astroff. Why don't you see them ofiF? 

VoiNiTSKY. Let them go! I — I can't go out 
there. I feel too sad. I must busy myself with some- 
thinguat once. To work! To work ! 

[He rummages through his papers on the table. A 
pause. As the horses trot eway, the tinkle of bells is 
heard.] 

Astroff. Thev have go ne! The professor, I suih 
pose, is ^ad to go. He couldn't l>e lured back by a 
fortune now. 

[Marina enters.] 

Marina. The y have g one. [She sits doum in her 
arm-chair and resumes her knitting. Sonya comes in 
drying her eyes.] 

Sonya. They have g one. God be with them. 
[To her uncle] And now, Uncle Vanya, let us do v 
something ! 

VoiNiTSKY. To work! To work! 

Sonya. It is a long, long time since you and I ^ 
have sat together at this table. [Lighting a lamp on 
the table] No ink! [Taking the ink-stand to the 
cupboard and filling it from an ink-bottle] How sad 
it is to see them go! 
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[Maria Vassilievna comes in slowlyJ] 

Maria Vassilievna. Thev have gone. 

[She sits down and immediately becomes absorbed 
in her book. Sony a sits at the table and looks through 
an account book."] 

SoNYA. First, Uncle Vanya, let us add up the 
accounts. They are in a woeful state. They have 
again sent for a statement. Come. You take one 
and ril take the other. 

VoiNrrsKY. In account with — \JVriting\ — in 
account with — • 

Marina [yawning"] The sand-man has come. 

AsTRO FF. How silent it is. The pens scratch, the 
cricket chirps; it is so warm and comfortable. I hate 
togo. 

[The tinkling of bells is heard.] 

AsTROFF. My carriage has come. All that is left 
is to say good-bye to you, my friends, and to my table 
here, and then, — away! [He puts the map in the 
portfolio.] 

Marina. Ddn*t hurry away; sit with us a little 
longer* 

AsTROFF. Impossible. 

VoiNrrsKY [writing] And carry forward from the 
old debt two seventy-five— 
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[The Workman enters.] 

Workman. Your carriage is waiting, sir. 

AsTROFF. All right. [He hands the Workman 
his medicine-case, portfolio and box] Be careful, don't 
crush the portfolio! 

Workman. Very well, sir. 

SoNYA. When shall we see you again? 

AsTROFF. Hardly before next summer. Probably 
not during the Winter, at any rate. Though, if any- 
thing hai^ens, let me know, and V\\ come at once. 
[Shaking hands] Thank you for your hospitality, your 
kindness — for all youVe done. [He goes to the nurse 
and kisses her head] Good-bye, old nurse. 

Marina. Are you going without your tea? 

AsTROFF. I don't care for any, nurse. 

Marina. Won't you have a drop of vodka? 

AsTROFF [hesitatingly] Yes, I might. 

[Marina goes out.] 

AsTROFF [after a pause] My oflP-wheeler has gone 
lame for some reason. I noticed it yesterday when 
Peter was watering him. 

VcHNrrsKY. You should have him re-shod. 

AsTROFF. I shall have to stop at the blacksmith's 
on my way home. It can't be helped. [Hf rf^mA 
looking up at the ma p of Africa on t he wall] I sup- 
pos e it is roasting Ko t in Jjiricajoow^ 
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VOINITSKY. Yes, I suppose it IS. 

[Marina comes back carrying a tray with a fflass 
of vodka and a slice of bread,'] 

Marina. Help yourself. 

[Jstroff drinks.} 

Marina. Your health 1 [Bounnff deeply} Eat 
your bread with it. 

AsTROFF. No, I like it this way. And now, good- 
bye. [To Marina] You needn't come out to see me 
off, nurse. 

[He leaves. Sonya follows him with a candle to 
light him to the carriage^ Marina seats herself in 
her atm-chair.] 

VoiNrrsKY [urriting] On the 2nd of February, 
twenty pounds of butter; on the i6th, twenty pounds 
of butter once more. Buckwheat flour — [A pause. 
The tinkling of bells is heard.] 

Marina. Hth^^gpo^. 

[A pause. Sonya enters and sets the candlC'Stici 
on the table.] 

Sonya. He has gon e. 

VoiNrrsKY [adding and xvriting] Total, fifteen — 
twenty-five — 

[Sonya sits down and begins to %imte.] 

Marina [yawning] Oh, ho! The Lord have 
mercy. 
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[Telyegin enters on tip-toe, seats himself near the 
doon, and begins to tunejiis^ ^itar. ] 

VoiNiTSKY [to Sonya, caressing her hair] Oh, my 
child, I am so wretched; if you only knew how 
wretched I ami 

Sonya. What can we do? We must live out our 
lives. [A pause] Yes, we shall live, Uncle Vanya. 
We shall live all through the endless procession of 
days ahead of us, and through the long evenings. We 
shall bear patiently the burdens that fate imposes on 
us. We shall work without rest for others, both now 
and vi^en we are old. And when our final hour comes, 
we shall meet it humbly, and there beyond the grave, 
we sWU say that weTiave Enown suffering and tears, 
that our life was bitter. And God will pity us. Ah, 
then, dear, dear Uncle, we shall enter on a bright 
and beautiful life. We shall rejoice and look back 
upon our grief here. A tender smile — and — we 
shall rest. I have faith, Uncle, fervent, passionate 
faith. [Sonya kneels down in front of her Uncle and 
lays her head in his hands. She speaks with a weary 
voice] We shall rest. [Telyegin plays softly on his 
guitar] We shall rest. We shall hear the angels. 
Wc shall see heaven shining like a jewel. We shall 
see evil and all our pain disappear in the great pity 
that shall enfold the world. Our life will be as 
peaceful and gentle and swe^t as a caress. I have 
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faith; I have faith. [Wiping auray her tears^ My] 
poor, poor Uncle Vanya, you are crying! [Weeping] * 

You hflvff nyypr Vnn^yn what jt is tO be happy, but 

wait, Unde Vanya, w ait! Wje shall rest. [Embrac- 
ing him] We shall rest. [The Watchman s rattle is 
heard from the garden; Telyegin plays softly; Maria 
Vassilievna unites on the margin of her pamphlet; 
Marina is knitting her stocking] We shall rest 

THE CURTAIN SLOWLY FALLS* 
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